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Canto JI. 


Aſh Author, 'tis a vain preſumptuousCrime 
Rc undertake the Sacred Art of Rhyme ; 
If at thy Birth the Stars that rul'd thy Sence' 
Shone not with a Poetic Influence : 
In thy ſtrait Genius thou wilt ſtill be bound, 


Find Phebus deaf, and Pegafus unſound. 
You then, that burn with the defire to try 


The dangerous Courſe of charming Poetry ; 
Forbcar in fruitleſs Verſe to loſe your time, 

| Or take for Genius the deſire of Rhyme: 

Fear the allurements of a ſpecious Bait, 

And well conſider your own Force and Weight, 


Nature abounds in Wits of every kind, 


| And for each Author can a Talent find : 
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One may in Verſe deſcribe an Amorous Flame, 


Another ſharpen a ſhort Epigram : 


 Willer a Heros mighty Acts extol ; 


Spencer Sing Roſalind in Paſloral : 

But Authors that themſelves too much eſteem, 
Loſc their own Genius, and mullakc their Theme; 
Thus in times paſt * Duv.1rt.s vainly Writ, 
Allaving Sacred Truth with trithng Wir, 
Impertinently, and without deligl,r, 
Deſcrib d the /ſraclzte: Kriumphant ' light, 
And tollowing Me/cs o're the Sand: Plain, 


Perith'd with Pharaoh in th' 4r.1bic; Main. 


 What-c're you writc of Pleatant or Sublime, 
Always ct ſenſe accompany vour |ityme : 
Falſely they ſeem cach other to oppole ; 

Rhyme mult be raade with Reaſon's Laws to clolc 
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And when to conquer her you bend your force, 
The Mind will Triumph in the Noble Courle ; 

To Reaſon's yoke ſhe quickly will incline, 
Which, tar from hurting, renders her Divine: 
Bur, if neglected, will as cafily ray, 

And maſter Reaſon, which the ſhould obey. 

Love Reaſon then: andct what cre you Write 
Borrow from her its Beauty, Force, and Light. 
Moſt Writers, mounted on a reſt y Mule, 
Extravagant, and Senfelek Objects chule ; 
They Think they errc, if in their Verſe they fall 
Onany thought that's Plain, or Natural : 

Fly this cxccls z and let /zalians be 

Vain Authors of falſe glitt ring Poetry. 

All ought to aim at Sence ; but moſt 10 vain. 
Strive the hard Paſs, and ſlipp'ry Path to gain: 
You drown, if to the right or left you ſtray ; 


Reaſon to go has often but one way. 


A 4 Sometumes 
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Sometimes an Author, fond of his own Thought, - 
Purſues his Objct till it's over-wrought : | 


It he deſcribes a Houſe, he ſhews the Face, 

And after walks you round from place to place; 
Here is a Viſta, there the Doors unfold, 
Balcone's here are Balluſtrcd with Gold ; 

Then counts the Rounds and Ovals in the Halls, 
* The Feſtoons, Freezes, and the Aſtragals : 
Tird with his tedious Pomp, aw ay I run, 

And skip o're twenty Pages to be gon. 

Of ſuch Deſcriptions the vain Folly ſce, 


And ſhun their barren Superfluity. 
All that is ncedleſs caretully avoid, 


The Mind once fatisfi'd, is quickly cloy'd : 


He cannot Write, who knows not to give orc, 


To mend one Fault, he makes a hundred more: 


—— —  J-_— w_———— 


* Verſe of Scudery. 


A Verſe 
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A Verſe was weak, you turn it much too ſtrong, 
And grow Obſcure, for fear you ſhould be Long. 
Some arc not Gaudy, but are Flat and Dry ; 
Not to be low, another ſoars too high. 
Would you of every one deſerve the Praiſe? 
In Writing, vary your Diſcourſe, and Phraſe ; 
A frozen Stile, that neither Ebs or Flows, 
| Inſtead of pleaſing, makes us gape anddoze. 
Thoſe tedious Authorsare eſteem'd by none 
Who tireus, Humming the ſame heavy Tone. 
Happy, who inhisVerſe cangently ſteer, 
From Grave, to Light ; from Pleaſant, to Severe: 
His Works will be admir'd where-ever found, 
And oft with Buyers will be compaſs'd round. 
Inall you Write, be neither Low nor Vile: 
The meaneſt Theme may have a proper Stile. 

The dull Burleſqueappear'd with impudence, 
And pleas'd by Novelty, in Spite of Sence. 

8 All : 


6 The Art of Pactry. 


— IE —_ 


All, except triviatpoints, grew out of dare ; 
Parnaſſus ſpoke the Cant of Belinſyate : 
Boundleſs and Mad, diforder'd Rhyme was ſcen : 
Diſguis'd Apo/o chang'd to Harlequin. 

Tlis Plague,which firſt in Country Towns began, 
Cities and Kingdoms quickly over-ran ; 

The dulleſt Scriblers ſome Admirers found, 

And the * Mock-Tempeſt was a while renown'd : 
But this low {tuff the Town at laſl deſpis'd, 

And ſcorn'd thc Folly that they once had pris'd ; 
Diſtinguithd Dull, - trom Natural and Plain, 
And leſt the Villages to Fleckno's Reign. | 
Let not ſo mean a Stilc Y our Muſe debaſe ; 

But learn from | But/rr the Buttooning grace : 
And let Burleſque in Ballads bz cmploy'd; 

Yet noiſy Bumbaſt carctully avoid, 


— A 
— — 
” 


"%s The Mack Tempeſt, a Play, 41 ritten by Mr. Dutter. 
F: [Ttudebr., iſs. 
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Nor think to raiſe (tho' on Phar/alia's Plain) 

t Millions of mourning Mountains of the Slain : 

* Nor, with Dxbartas, bridle up the Floods, 

And Periwig with Wool the bald-pate Woods, 
Chuſe a juſt Stile; be Grave without conſtraint, 
Great without Pride, and Lovely without Paint - 
Write what your Reader may be pleas'd to hear ; 
And, for the Meaſure, have a careful Ear. 

On eaſy Numbers fix your happy choice ; 

Of jarring Sounds avoid the odious noiſe: 

The fulleſt Verſe and the moſt labor'd Sence, 
Diſpleaſe us, if the Ear once take offence. To 
Our ancient Verſe, (as homely asthe Times) - - 
Was rudc, unmeaſur'd,only Tagg'd with Rlumes: 


Number and Cadence,that have Since been Shown, : 


To thoſe unpoliſh'd Writers were unknown. ' 


Fo 


LITER 


— 


—— 


t Verſe of Brebeuf. * Verſe of Dubartas. Wn 
* Fairfax" 


' 
- 
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n Fairfax was He, who, in that Darker Ape, 
By his juſt Rules reſtrain'd Poetic Rage ; 
Fpencer did next 1n Paſtorals excel, 

And taught the Noble Art of Writing well: 

To ſtricter Rules the Stanza did reſtrain, 

And found for Poctry a richer Veine. 

Then D' Avenant came; who,with a new found Art, 
Chang all, ſpoil'd all, and had his way apart : 
His haughty Muſe all others did deſpiſe, 

And thought in Triumph to bear off the Prize, 
Till the Sharp-ſighted Critics of the Times 

In their Mock-Gondibert expos'd his Rhimes; 
The Lawrels he pretended did refuſe, 

And daſh'd the hopes of his aſpiring Muſe. 

This kead-ſtrong Writer, falling from on high, 
Made following Authors take leſs Liberty. 


— 
— 
—_ — 
On ——_— 


* Fairfax in his Tranſlation of Godfrey of Bullen, 
Waller 


— Pr" 
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Waller came laſt, but was the firſt whole Art 
Juſt Weight and Meaſure did to Verſe impart ; 
That of a well-plac'd Word could teach the force, 
And ſhew'd for Poetry a nobler Courſe : 

His happy Genius did our Tongue Refine, 

And eaſie Words with pleaſing Numbers joyn: 
His Verſes to good method did apply, 

And chang'd harſh Diſcord to Soft Harmony. 
All own'd his Laws;which,longapprov'dandtry'd, 
To preſent Authors now may be a Guide. 
Tread boldly in his Steps, ſecure from Fear, 
And be, like him, in your Expreſſions clear. 

If in your Verſe you drag, and Sence delay, 

My Patience tires, my Fancy gocs aſtray, 

And from your vain DiſcourſeT turn my mind, 
Nor ſearch an Author troubleſom to find. 
There is a kind of Writer plcas'd with Sound, 


Whoſe Fuſtian head with clouds is compals'd round, J 


G- 
: No 
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No Reaſon can diſperſe 'emwith its Light : 

Learn then to Think, e're you pretend to Write, 

As your Idet's clear, or clſc obſcure, 

Th Expreſſion follows perfect, or impure - 

What weconccive, with eaſe we can expreſs ; 

Words to the Notions flow withreadineſs. 
Obſerve the Language wellin all you Write, 

And ſwerve not from it in your lofticſt flight. 

The ſmootheſt Verſe, andthe exatteſt Sence 

Diſpleaſe us, if ill Exg/iſþ give offence : 

A barb'rous Phraſe no Reader can approve ; 

Nor Bombaſt, Noiſe, or Aﬀectation Love. 

In ſhort, without pure Language,what you Write, 

Can never yield us Profit, or Delight. 

Take time for thinking ; never work in haſt ; 

And value not your ſelf for writing laſt. 


Arapid Pocm, with ſuch fury writ, 


Shews want of Judgment, not abounding Vit. 
| More 
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More pleasd we are to ſee a River lead 
His gentle Streams along a flow'ry Mcad, 


Than from high Banks to hear loud Torrents roar, 


With foamy Waters on a Muddy Shore. 

Gently make haſte, of Labour not afraid ; 

A hundred times conſider what.you've faid : 
Poliſh, repoliſh, every- Colour lay, | 
And ſometimes add ; but oft'ncr take away. 

Tis not enough, when ſwarming Faults are writ, 
That here and there are ſcattered Sparks of Wit ; 
Each Object muſt be fix'd in the due place, 

And dift ring parts have Correſponding Grace: 
Till, by a curious Art difpos'd, we find 

One perfe&t whole, of all the picces join'd. 
Keep to your Subject cloſe, in all you ſay; 

Nor for a ſounding Sentence ever ſtray. 

The publick Cenſure for your Writings fear, 

And to your ſelf be Critic moſt ſevere. 


Fantaſtic 
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Fantaſtic Wits their darling Follies love ; 
But find You faithful Friends that will reprove, 


That on your Works may look with careful Eyes, 


And of your Faults be zealous Encmies : 

Lay by an Author's Pride and Vanity, 

And from a Friend a Flatterer deſcry, 

Who ſeems to like, but means not what he ſays : 
Embrace true Counſel, but ſuſpeCt falſe Praile. 

A Sycophant will every thing admire; 

Each Verſe, cach Sentence ſets [1s Soul on Firc : 
Allis Divine! there's not a Word amils! 

He ſhakes with Joy, and weeps with Tendernels ; 


He over-pow'rs you with his mighty Praile. 


Truth nevcr moves in thoſe impetuous ways : 
A Faithful Friend is careful oi your Fame, 
And freely will your heedle(s Errors blame ; 
He cannot pardon a neglected Line, 


But Verſe to Rule and'Ordcr will confine, 


Reprove 
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Reproves of words the too afte&ted ſound ; 


Here the Scnce flags and your cxpreſſion's round, 
Fi. 


Your Fancy tires and your Diſcourſe grows vain, 
Your Terms improper make them juſt and plain. 
Thus 'tis a faithful Friend will treedom ule ; 

But Authors, partial to their Darling Muſe, 
Think to protc&t it they have juſt pretence, 


| And at your Friendly Counſel take offence. 
| Said you of this, that the Expreſſion's flat ? 


| Your Scrvant, Sir ; you muſt excuſe me that, 
| Heanſwers you. This word has here no grace, 


Pray leave it out : That,Sir, 's the proper'ſt place. 
This Turn I like not : "Tis approv'd by all. 
Thus, reſolute not from a fault to fall. 

It therc's a Syllable of which you doubt, 

'Tisa ſure Reaſon not to blot it out. 


| Yet ſtill he ſays you may his Faults contute, 


And over him your pow'r is abſolute : 
B Bur 
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But of his teignd Humulity take heed ; 

Tis a Bait lay'd, to make you hear himread : 
And when he leaves you, happy in his Muſe, . 
Reſtleſs he runs ſome other to abuſe, 

And often finds ; tor in our ſcribling times 

No Fool can want a Sot to praiſe his Rhyines : 
The flatteſt work has ever, in the Court, 

Met with ſome Zealous Aſs for its ſupport: 
Andin all times a forward, 'Scribling Fop 


Has found ſome greater Fool to cry im up. 


_ Canto Il. 


Paſtoral. 


S a fair Nymph, when Riſing from her bed, 
-- * With ſparklingDiamonds dreſles not her head ; 
But, without Gold, or Pearl, or coſtly Scents, 
Gathers from neighb'ring Fields her Ornaments: 
Such, lovely in its dreſs, but plain withal, 
Ought toappear a PerfeQt Paſtoral: 
Its humble method nothing has of fierce, 
But hates the ratling ofa lofty Verſe : 
There, Native beauty pleaſes, and excites, 


And never with harſh Sounds the Ear affrights. 
B2 TR Bit 
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But in this ſlle a Poet ofren ſpent, 


In rage throws by his * Rural Inſtrument, 


And vainly, when diforder'd thoughts abound, 


Amid'it the Eclogue makes the Trumpet Sound : 


Pan flyes, Alarm'd, into the neighb'ring Woods, 
And trighted Nymphs dive down into the Floods. 


Opposd to this another, low in ſtile, 


Makes Shepherds ſpeak a Language baſe and vile , 
"hl His Writings, flat and heavy, without Sound, 
Kiſſing the Earth, and creeping on the ground ; 


You'd ſwear that Randal, in his Ruſtick Strains, 


Again was quav-ring to the Country Swains, 
And changing, without care of Sound or Dreſs, 


T' | Strephon and Phyllis, into Tom and Beſs. 


Twixt theſe extreams 'tis hard to keepthe right ; 


For Guidcs take /7rgi/, and read Theocrite : 


—— 
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Be their juſt Writings, by the Gods inſpir'd, 
Your conſlant Pattern, pradtis'd and admir'd. 
By them alone youl eaſily comprehend 

How Poets, without ſhame, may condeſcend 
To ing of Gardens, Fields, of Flow'rs, and Fruit, 
Toſtir up Shepherds, and to tune the Flute, - 
Of Love's rewards to tell the happy hour, 
Daphne a Tree, Narciſſus made a Flower, 

And by what means the Eclogue yet has pow'r 

* Tomake the Woods worthy a Conqueror : 
This of their Writings 15 the graceand thght ; 


Their riſings lofty, yet not out of Sight. 


Elegy. 


The Elegy, that loves a mournful ſtile, 


With unbound hair weeps at a Funeral Pile, 


* Virg. Eclog. 4. 
B 3 It 
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It paints the Lovers Torments, and Delights, 

A Miſtreſs Flatters, Threatens, and Invites : 
But well theſe Raptures if you'l make us ſee, 
You muſt know Love, 'as well as Poetry. 

I hate thoſe Lukewarm Authors,whoſe torc'd Fire 
Ina cold ſtile deſcribes a hot Dcfire, 

That ſigh by Rule, and raging in cold blood 
Their ſluggiſh Muſc whip to an Amorous mood: 
Their feign'd Tranſports appear but flat and vain; 
They always ſigh, and alwaycs hug their Chain, 
Adore their Priſon, and their Suff'rings bleſs, 


Make Sence and Reaſon quarrcl as they pleaſc. 


Twas not of old in this affedted 'Tone 
That Smooth 7:ibu//us made his Amorous moan; 
Nor Ovid, when, Inſtrudtcd from above, 


By Nature's Rules hc, taught the Art of Love. 


The 
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The Heart in Elegies forms the Diſcourſe. 
Ode. 


The Ode is bolder, and has greater force. 
Mounting to Heav'n in her Ambitious flight, 
Amongſt the Gods and Heroes takes delight ; 

Of Pi/a's Wreſtlers tells the Sin'ewy force, 
And ſings the duſty Conqueror's glorious Courle: 
To £imois ſtreams does fierce 4ch1/les bring, 
And makes the Ganges bow to Britans King. 
Somtimes ſhe flies, like an Inc uſtrious Bee, 
And robs the Flow'rs by Nat e's Chymiſtry, _ 
Deſcribes the Shepherds Dances, Feaſts, and Bliſs, 
And boaſts from Phyllis to ſurpriſe a Kiſs, 
When gently ſhe reſiſts with feign'd remorſe, 
That what ſhe grants may ſeem to beby force: 
Her generous ſtile at random oft will part, 
And by a brave diſorder thows her Art. 

B 4 : Unhlke 
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Unlike thoſe fearful Poets, whoſe cold Rhyme 
Inall their Raptures keepexatteſt time, 
That ſing tl Illuſtrious Hero's mighty praiſe 
(Lean Writers /) by the terms of Wecks and Dayes; 
Anddare not from leaſt Circumſtances part, 
But take all Towns by ſtricteſt Rules of Art: 
Apollo drives thoſe Fops from his abode . 
And ſome have ſaid, that once the humorous God 
Reſolving all ſuch Scriblers to confound 
For the ſhort Sonnet order'd this ſtritt bound : 
Set Rules tor the juſt Meaſure, and the Time, 
Tlie ca{ running, and alternate Rhyme; 

| But, above all, thoſe Licences deny d 
Which in theſe Writ nes the lame Sencc Supply'd ; 
Forbad an uſeleſs Line ſhould find a place, 
Or a repeated Word appear v/2th grace. 

- A faultleſs Sonnet, ſinith'd thus, would bc 


Wort tzdious Volumes ot loci: Poctry. 
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A hundred Scribling Authors, without ground 


Believe they have this only Phenix found : 


When yet th' exacteſt ſcarce have two or three 
Among whole Tomes,from Faults and Cenfure free, 


| The reſt, but little read, regarded leſs, 

Are ſhovel'd to the Paſtry from the Preſs. 
Cloſing the Sence within the meaſur'd time, 
Tis hard to fit the-Reaſon to the Rhyme. 


Epigram. 


The Epigram, with little art composd, 


Is one good ſentence in a Diſtich clos'd. 
Theſe points, thatby 7ealians firſt were priz'd, 


Our ancient Authors knew not, or deſpis'd - 
The Vulgar, dazled with their glaring Light, 
To their falſe pleaſures quickly they invite ; 
But publick Favor ſo increas'd their pride, 
They overwhelm'd Parnaſſus with their Tide. 


——_— 
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The Madrigalat firſt was overcome, 

And the proud Sonnet fell by the ſame Doom ; 
With theſe grave Trapedy adorn'd her flights, 
And mournful Elegy her Funeral Rites : 


A Heroneverfail'd 'em on the Stage, 


Without fhis point a Lover durſt not rage ; 
The Amorous Shepherds took more care to prove 
True to their Point, than Faithful totheir Love. 


Fach word, like Janus, had a double face : / 


LARA 


And Proſe, as well as Ver{c allow d it place : 
The Lawyer with Conceits adorn'd his Speech, 
The Parſon without Quibling could not Preach, 


Atlaſt aftronted Reaſon look d about, 


And from all ſerious matters ſhut 'em out : 


Declar'd that none ſhould uſe 'em without Shame, 


Except a ſcatttcring in the Epigiam ; - 


Provided that, Ly Art, and in due timc 


They turn'd upon theThought,and not theRhim © 
Thus 
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Thus in all parts diforders did abate ; 

Yet Quiblers in the Court had leave toprate : 
Inſipid Jeſters, and unpleaſant Fools, 

A Corporation of dull Punning Drolls. 

Tis not, but that ſometimes a dextrous Muſe 
May with advantage a turn'd Sence abuſe, 
And, on a word, may trifle with addreſs ; 


But aboveallavoid the fond exceſs, 


: 


. And think not,when your Verſe andSenceare lame, 

Witha dull Point to Tag your Epigram. 
Fach Poem his Perfeftion has apart ; 

The Brittiſh Round in plainneſs ſhows his Art; 
The Ballad, tho the pride of Ancient time, 
Has often nothing but his humorous Rhyme z 
The tf Madrigal may ſofter Paſſions move, | 
And breath the tender Ecſtaſies of Love : es 


—”—_—— 


—_— — — 
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——— 


t Anold way of Writing, which began and ended 
with the ſame Meaſure. 


Deſire 
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Deſire to ſhow it ſelf, and not to wrong 


Arm'd Virtue firſt with Satyr in its Tongue. 
Satyr. 


Lucilius was the man who bravely bold, 
To Roman V iccs did this Mirror hold, 
i] Protected humble Goodneſs from reproach, 
 Show'd Worth on foot and Raſcals in the Coach : 
Horace his pleaſing Wit to this did add, 
If And none uncenſur'd could be Fool, or mad ; 
[4 Unhappy was that Wretch, whoſe name might be 
' Squar'd to the Rulesof their Sharp Poetry. 
| F + Perfius, obſcure, but full of Scence and Wit, 
| | AﬀeGted brevity in all he writ! 
And FJuvenal, Learn'd as thoſe times could be, 


Too far did ſtretch his ſharp Hy perbole ; 


Tho horrid Truths through all his labors ſhine, 
In what he writes there's ſomething of Divine : 
Whe- 


« 


_— 
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Whether he blames the Caprean Debauch, 

Or of Sejanus Fall rells the approach, 

Or that he makes the trembling Senate come 
To the ſtern Tyrant, to receive their Doom x 
Or Roman Vicein courſeſt Habits ſhews, 

And paints an Empreſs recking from the Stews : 
In all he Writes appears a noble Fire; 

To follow ſuch a Maſter then deſire, 
Chaucer alone fix'd on this ſolid Baſe ; 

In his old Stile, conſerves a modern grace - 
Too happy, if the freedom of his Rhymes 
Offended not the method of our Times. 
The Latin Writers, Decency neglect ; 

But modern Readers challenge our reſpett, 
And at immodeſt Writings take offence, 


It clean Expreſſion cover not the Sence, 


I love ſharp Satyr, from obſceneneſs free ; 
Not Impudence, that Preaches Modeſty : 


W—_— mm 


Our 


\ But for oneJucky Hit, that made thee pleaſe, 
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Our Engliſh, who in Malice never fail, 


Hence, in Lampoons and Libels, learnt to Rail : 


Pleaſant Detraftion, that by Singing goes 


From mouth to mouth, and as it marches grows / 


Our freedom in our Poetry we ſee, 

That Child of Joy, begot by Liberty. 

But, vain Blaſphemer, tremble, when you chuſc 
God for the Subject of your Impious Muſe: 

At laſt, thoſe Jeaſts which Libertines invent 
Bring the lewd Author to juſt puniſhment, 
Ev'n in a Song there mult be Art, and Sence ; 


Yet ſometimes we have ſcen,that Wine,or Chancc 


Have warm'd cold Brains, and given dull Writers 


And turniſh'd out a Scene for Mr. S- - : ' (Mettle, 


Let not thy Folly grow to a Dileaſc, 


Nor thunk thy felt a Wat ; for in our Age 


Ifa warm Fancy docs ſome Fop ingage ; 
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He neither eats or flceps, till he has Writ, 
But plagues the World with his Adulterate Wit. 


Nay, 'tis a wonder, if, in his dire rage, 
He Prints not his dull Follies for the Stage ; 
| And, inthe Front of allhis Senceleſs Plays, 


Makes * David Logan Crown his head with Bayes. 


* D. Logan a Graver. 


CANTOIL 


Canto [II. 


Tragedy. 


Here's not a Monſter bred beneath the Sky 
©” But,well diſpos'd by Art, may pleaſe theEye : 

Acurious Workman, by his Skill Divine, 

From an ill Objc&t makesa good Deſign. 

Thus, to Delight, ao Tragedy, in Tears 

For * Oedipus, provokes our Hopes, and Fears : 

For Parricide Oreſtes asks relief ; 7 


And, to cncreaſe our pleaſure, cauſes priet. 


—_— — 
—  — — —Y 
— — 
RE —————_—_ 


* Writ by Mr. Dryden. 
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You then, that in this noble Art would riſe, 


F 
Fes 
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Come ; and in lotty Verſe diſpute the Prize, 
Would you upon the Stage acquire renown, 
And for your Judges ſummon all the Town? 
Would you your Works for ever ſhould remain, 


And, atter Ages pail, be fought again 2 


In all you Write, oblerve iti; Care and Art. 
To move the Pailions, and incline the Heart. k 
[t, ina labour'd Act, the pleaſing Rage 
Cannot our Hopes and Fearsby turns ingage. 
Nor in our mind a lecling Pity raiſe ; 

[n vain with Learned Scenes you fill your Plays : 
Your cold Ditcourſe can never move the mind 


Ota ſtern Critic, natu'rally unkind ; 


Who, juſtly tir'd with your Pedantic flight, 


Or falls aſleep, or cenſures all-you Write. 


The Secret is, Attention firſt to gain ; 


To move our minds, and then to entertain : 


That, 
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That, trom the very op'ning of the Scenes, 
The firſt may ſhow us what the Author means; 
I'm tir'd to ſee an Actor on the Stage 
That knows not whether he'sto Laugh, or Rage ; 
Who, an Intrigue unravelling in vain, 
! Inſteadof pleaſing, keeps my mind in pain- 
. ['de rather much the nauſeous Dunce ſhould ſay 
| Downright, my name 1s ZZedtor in the Play ; 
Than with a Maſs of Miracles, ill joyn'd, 
| Confound my Ears, and not inſtru& my Mind. 
The Subject's never ſoon enough expreſlt ; 
Your place of Action muſt be fix'd, and reſt. 
A Spaniſh Poet may, with good event, 
[n one day's ſpace whole Ages repreſent ; 
There oft the Hero of a wandring Stage 
Beginsa Child, and ends the Play of Age : 
But we, that are by Reaſon's Rules confin'd, 
Will, that with Art the Poem be deſign'd, 
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That unity of Action, Time, and Place 
Keeptine Stag? tull,and all our Labors grace. 
Write not what cannot be with ealv conceiv d ; 


Som Truths may be too ftrong to be believ'd. 


A {oolith Wonder cannot entertain :: 


My mind's not mov'd, it your Diſcourſe be vain, 


You may relate, what would oltend the Eye - 


Secing, indeed, would better latis[v ; 


But there are objects, that a curious Art 


i iides from the E\cs, yer ofters to the Heart. 
The mind 1s moil. agrcably ſurpris'd, 

When a well-woven Subject, long diſguts d, 
Youon a ſudden arttully untold, 

And give the whoite another tace, and monl(. 
* At firit the Tragedy was void ol Art ; 


A Song ; where cach man Danc d,and Sung hisPart,þ 


_ 
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And of God B.uchus roaring out the praiſe 
Sought a good Vintage tor their Jolly dayes - 
Then Wine,and Joy,were feen in cach man's Eyes, 


And a fat Goat was the beſt Singer's prize. 


Theſpis was firſt, who, all beſmear d with Lee, 


Began this pleaſure for Poſterity : 


And, with his Carted Actors, and a Song, 
Amusd the People as he paſs'd along, 

Next, -E/chylus the diffrent Perſons plac'd, 
And with a better Maſque his Players grac'd : 
Upon a Theater his Verſe exprelsd, 

And ſhow 'd his Hcro with a Buskin drels d. 
Then Sy-phocles, the Genius of his Ape, 
Increas'd the Pomp, and Beauty of the Stage, 
Ingag'd the Chorus Song inevery part, 

And poliihd rugged Verſe by Rules of Art: 
He, inthe Greek, did thoſe perteCtions gain 
Which the weak Latin never could attain. 
2: Our 
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Þ ' Our pious Fathers, in their Prieſt-rid Age, 
As Impious, and Prophane, abhoir'd the Stape : [ 
A "Troop of filly Pilgrims, as 'tis ſaid, 

| Foolhly zealous, ſcandalouſly Play'd 
(Inſtead of Herocs, and of Love's complaints) 


The Angels, God, the Virgin, and the Saints. 


At laſt, right Reaſon did his Laws reveal, 
And ſhow'd the Folly of their ill-plac'd Zcal, 


Silenc'd thoſe Nonconformilts of the Age, 


And rais'd the lawtul Heroes of the Stage : 
F: Only th' 4rhenian Maſque was lay'd afide, 

And Chorus by the Mufick was ſupply . 
Þ Ingenious Love, inventive in new Arts, 


Mingled inPlayes.and quickly touch'd our Hearts; 


| | This Paſtion never could reſiſtance find, 

| | But knows the ſhortcſt paſſage to the mind. 

fl l Paintthen, I'm pleas'd my Hero bein Love ; 
l \ But let himnot like a tame Sicpherd move : 


| =: - | [cr 
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Let not 4c#-s be like Thyr/s ſeen, 

Or for a Cyrus ſhow an * Artamen ; | 

That, ſtrugling oft, his Paſſions we may find, 
The Frailty, notthe Virtue of his mind, 

Ot Romance Heroes ſhun the low Deſign ; | 

Yet to great Hearts ſome Human trailties joyn : 
Achilles muſt with Homer's heat ingage ; 

For an attront I'm pleas'd to ſee him rage. 

Thoſe little Failings in your Heros lieart 

Show that of Man and Nature he has part : 

To leave known Rules you cannot be allow'd ; 
Make Agamemnon covetous, and proud, 

AEneas in Religious Rites auſtere, 

Keep to each man his proper Charatter. 

Ot Countryesand of Times the humors know ; 
From diff rent Climates, diff” ring Cuſtoms grow : 
And ſtrive to ſhun their fault, whovainly dreſs 


An Antique Herolike ſome modern Aſs; 


— 


Artamen, the name of Cyrus in Scuderics Romayce. 
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Who make old Romans like our Fag/i/h move, 


Show Caro Sparkiſh, or make Bru2:s love. 

In a Romance thoſe crrors arc excul'd: 

There 'tis enough that, Reading, we're amusd : 
Rules too ſevere would rhen be uſelcls found ; 
But the flrict Scene mult have a juſlter bound - 
Exact Dccorum we muſl always find. 

It the:2 ou form ſome Hero in.your mind, 

Be fure vour Image with it ſelf agree ; 

For what he firſt appears, he ſtill mull be. 
Aﬀecctcd Wits will nat'urally inclinc 

To paint their Figures by their own deſign - 
Your Bully Poets, Bully Herecs write ; 
Chapmay, 1n Buyſfſy D Ambois took delivht, 


And thought perfe&tion was toHuft,and Ficzht. 


Wiſe Nature by variety does pleale ; 


Cloath difi'ring Paſſions 1n a difiring Drels : - 


Bold Anger, in rough hauglity words appears ; 


Sorrow 15 humble, and diflolycs in Tears. 


Make 
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* Make not your * //ecuba with fury rage, 
 Andihow aRanting griefupon the Stage , 


Or tcll in vainhow the rough 7anais bore 
I lis ſeven-told Waters to the Exxine Shore : 
Tho twoln exprethiions, this afte&cd noiſe 

”F <9:5 like ſome Pedant, that declaims to, Boys. 


In ſorrow, you mull ſofter methods keep ; 


ES 2 ee ed 
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And, to excite our tcars, your felt mult weep - 

Thotc noiſy words with which 1ll Plays abound, 

Come not from hearts thatare in fadneſsdrown'd. 
The Theatre for a young Poct's Rhymes 

[ya bol} 1 cnture in our knowing times : 

An Author cannotcasly purchaſe Fame ; 

Critics are alvaysapt to hiſs, and blame : 

You inay be Judzgd by every Aſs in Town, 

ih Privivge ts bouzhtfor half a Crown. 

19 pleale, you muli a hundred Changes try ; 


-ometumes 2c humble, then muſt ſoar on high: 
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In noble thoughts mult every where abound, 
Beeaſy, pleaſant, ſolid, and profound: 

To theſe you muſt ſurpriſing Touches joyn, 
And ſhow us a new wonder in each Line ; 
That all in a juſt method well deſign'd, 


May leave a ſtrong Impretlion in themind, 


Theſeare the Arts that Tragedy maintain : 
Tie Fic. 


But ghe Heroic claimsa Lotticr Strain. 

In the Narration of ſome great Deſign, 

Invention, Art, and Fable all muſt joyn: 
 HereFiction mult cm ploy its utmoſt grace 

All muſt aſlume a Body, Mind, and Face: 

Each Virtue a Divinity is ſeen ; 


Prudence is Pa/ius, Beauty Papios Queen, 


"FRI : os a8 : 
Tis nota Cloud rom whence (witt Lightnings fly; 
But Jupiter, that thunders from the Sky : 


Nor 
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Nor a roug] Storm, that gives the Sailor pain ; 
Butangry Neptune, plowing, up the Main : 
Echo's no morean empty Airy Sound ; 


Jut a fair Nymph that weeps, her Lover drown'd. 


"*y 


Thus in the endleſs Treaſure of his mind, 

') The Poet docs a thouſand Figures find, 

” Around the work his Ornaments he pours, 

# And flrows with laviſh hand his op ning Flow'rs. 
! Tis notawonder ifa Tempeſt bore 

The 7rojan Flect againſt the Zztyan Shore ; 

| From fairhlebs Fortuns this is no ſurpriſe, 

For every day 'tis common to our eyes; 

Put angry 740, that ſhe might deſtroy, 

And overwhelm the reſt of ruin'd Troy : 

That Zelus with the fierce Goddeſs joyn'd, 
Orncd the hollow Priſons of the Wind ; 

Till angry Neptune, looking o're the Main, 
Rebukes the Tempeit, calms the Waves again, 
Their 
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TheirVeſlels trom the dang'rous quick-lans ſteers; 
Theſe are theSprings that move our hopesand tears 
Without theſe Ornaments betore our Eves, | 
Tlt unſinew'd Poem languiihes, and dyes : 


Your Poct in his art will alway s tail, 


Anil tell you but a dull infipid Talc. 


In1ain have our miſtaken Authors try d 
i hcle ancient Ornaments to Jay aſide, 
Thinking our God, and I'roj:hcts that he font, 
Might ACt like thole the i'octs did invent, \ 
To fright poor Readers in cnch Line with Hell, 
And talk of Satar, AſÞtaroth, and B-/; 
The Myſteries which Chriſtians muſt belicve, 
Diſdain iuch ſhifting Pag-2nts to receive: 


The Goſpel offers n5:1:ing to our thoughts 


Bur penitence, or punithment for {aults ; 


And mingling tal{hoods with thoſe Myſteries, 


Wonld make our Szcred Truths appcar ike Lyes. 
Peſides 
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Beſides, what pleaſure can it be to hear, 

The how lings of repining Lxcifer, 

Whole rage at your unagin'd Hero flyes, 

And olt witi God himſelt diſputes the prize ? 

7.1//o, youll ſay, has done it with applaulc ; 

It is not here I mean to Judge his Cauſe : 

Yct, tho our Agchas ſo extoll'd his name, 

His Works had never gain d immortal Faine, 

It holy Goefrey 1n his Ecltaſies 

Had only Conquer'd S.1tin on his knees - 

It Taucred, and Armida's pleaſing form, 

Did not his mclancholy Theme adorn. 

'Tisnot, that Cliriſtian Poems ought to be 

Fill d with the Fictions of Idolatry ; 

Cut ina common Subject to reject 

TheGods, and Heathen Ornaments negiett ; 
To baniſh Tritons who the Seas invade, 


To take Paz s Whiſtle, or the Fates degrad-, 
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To hinder Charon in his leaky Boat 

To paſs the Shepherd with the Man of Note, 
Is with vain Scruples to diſturb your mind, 

And ſearch PerfeQion you can never find : 

As well they may forbid us to preſent 
Prudence or Juſtice for an Ornamentr, 

To paint old Janus with his front of Braſs, 
And take fromTime his Scythe,his VingsandGlaſs, 
And every where, as't were Idolatry, 

Baniſh Deſcriptions from our Poctry. 

Leave em their pious Follys to purſuc; 

Eut let our Reaſon ſuch vain fears ſubduc : 

And let us not, amongſt our Vanities, 

Of the true God create a God of Lyes. 

In Fable we a thouſand pleaſures (cc, 

And the ſmooth names ſeem macc tor Poctry ; 
As Fedor, Alexander, Helen, Finillis, 


Uſes, Agamemuon, and Achilles ; 
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In ſuch 2 Crowd, the Poet were to blame 

To chuſe King Chr{peric tor his Heros name. 
Comerimes, the name being well or ill apply d, 
Will the whole Fortune of your Work decide. 
Would you your Reader never ſhould be tir'd ? 


Chooſe ſome great Hero, fit to be admir'd, 


In Courage ſignal, and in Virtue bright, 
Letev'n his very failings give delight ; 

Let his great Actions our attention bind, 
Like Czar, or hike Scipto, frame his mind, 
And not like Oedipus his perjur'd Race; 

A common Conqueror is a Theme too baſe. 
Chuſe not your Tale of Accidents too full; 
Too much variety may make it dull : 
Achilles rage alone, when wrought with skilt, 
Abundantly does a whole lliad fill. | 
Be your Narrations livel y, ſhort, and ſmart; 


In your Deſcriptions ſhow your nobleſt Art - 


There 
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There 'tis your Poetry may be employ d ; 


Yet you muſt trivial Accidents avoid. 


Nor imitate that * Fool, who, to dulcribc 


The wondrous Marches of the Choten Tribe, 


tf _ Placd on thefides, to ſee their Armyes pals, 

|| The Fithes ſtaring through thc liquid Glaſs ; 

| Deſerib'd a Child, who with his little hand, 
Pick'd up the thining Pebbles trom the ſand. 

. Such objeCts are too mean to ſtay our ſight ; 
Allow your Work a juſt and nobler flight. 
Bc your beginning plain ; and take good hced 

i | Too ſoon you mount not on the Airy Steed: 

| Nor tell your Reader, in a Thund ring Verſe, 

bf t 7 ſmg the Conqueror of the Univerſe, 

What can an Author after this produce ? 


The lab'ring Mountain muſt bring forth a Moulcy | 


_ ————  — —  C—_ 
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Much better arc we pleas'd with his * Addreſs 
Who, without makingluch vaſt promilcs, 
Says, inan caſicr Stile and plainer Sence, 

* I Sing the Combats of that pious Prince 

* Wo from the Phryz/a, Coaſt his Armies bore, 


* And landed firſt on the Lavinzian ſhore. 


His op'ning Muſe ſets not the World on firc, 

And yct perlorms more than we can require : 
Quickly you'll hear him celebrate the fame, 

And tuturc glory of the Roman Name ; 

Ot Styx and Acheron deſcribe the Floods, Ry 
And Ce/ars wandring in.th' Ely/tan Woods : 

With Figures numberleſs his Story grace, 

And cvery thing in beauteous Colours trace. 

At once you may be pleaſing, and ſublime ; 


| hate a heavy aces Rhyme : 


* Virgils Eneidk __ 
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I'de rather read Or/ando's Comic Tale, 


| Than adull Author always ſtiff and ſtale, ſ 


Who thinks himſelfdiſhonour'd in his ſtile, 
If on his Works the Graces do but ſmile- 
'Tis faid, that Homer, Matchleſs inhis Art, 
Stole Yenxs Girdle, to ingage the Heart - 
His Works indeed vaſt Treaſures do unfold, 


And whatlſoe're he touches, turns to Gold : 


Allin his hands new beauty does acquire ; 


Healways pleaſes, and can never tire. 


A happy Warmth he every where may boaſlt ; 
Nor is he in too long Digrellions loſt : 

His Vcrſes without Rule a method find, 

And of themſelves appear in order joyn'd: 
All without trouble anſwers his intent ; 
Each Syllable is tending to th'Event. 

Let his example your indeavours raiſe : 


Tolove his Writings, isa kind of praiſe. 
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APoem, where we all perfeCtions find, 


| Is not the work of a Fantaſtick mind : 


; There muſt be Care,and Time,and Skill,and Pains ; 


| Not the firſt heat of unexperiencd Brains. 
| Yct ſometimes Artleſs Poets, when the rage 
Of a warm Fancy docs their minds ingage, 
Puſf'd with vain pride, preſume they underſtand, 
And boldly take the Trumpet in their hand; 
Their Fuſtian Muſe each'Accident confounds ; 
Nor can ſhe fly, but riſe by leaps and bounds, 
Till their ſmall ſtock of Learning quickly ſpent; 
Their Poem dyes for want of nouriſhment: 
In vain Mankind the hot-brain'd fools decryes, 
No branding Cenſures can unvell his eyes ; 
With Impudence the Laurel they invade, 
Refolv'd to like the Monſters they have made. 
Virgil, compar'd to them, is flatand dry ; 
And Flomer underſtood not Poetry : 
D 2: Againſt 
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Againſt their merit if this Age Rebel, 

To future times for Juſtice they appeal. 

But waiting till Mankind jhall do'em right, 

And bring their Works Triumphantly to Light ; 

Neglected heaps we in by-corners lay, 

Where thev become to Worms and Moths a prey 

Forgot, in !2uſl and Cobwebs let 'em reſt, 

Whilſt we return from whence we firſt digreſt. 
The great Succeſs which Tragic Writers found, 


In Athens firit the Comedy renown'd, 


Thf abuſive Grecian there, by plating waycs, 
Diſpcrs'd his natu'ral malice in his Playes: 
Wiſdom, and Virtue, Honor, Wit, and Scnce, 
Were Subject to Butlooning inlolence : 


Pocts were publickly approv'd, and fought, 


That Vice extol'd, and Virtue fet at naught ; 


And Socrates himſelf, in that looſe Age, 


Was made thc Paſtime of a Scotting Stage, 
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At laſt the Public took in hand the Cauſe, 


And cur'd this Madneſs by the pow'r of Laws ; 
Forbadat any time, or any place, 
To name the Perſon, or deſcribe the Face. 


The Stage its ancient Fury thus let fall, 
And Comedy diverted without Gall : 


By mild reproots, recover'd minds diſcas'd, 
And, ſparing Perſons, innocently pleas'd. 
Each one was nicely ſhown in this new Glaſs," 


And ſmil'd to think He was not mcant the Aſs : 
A Milcr oft would laugh the firſt, to find 


A faithful Draught of his own fordid mind; 
And Fops were with ſuch care and cunning writ, 


They lik'd the Picce for which themſelves did it. 


You then, that would the Comic Lawrels wear, 


To ſtudy Nature be your only care : 

Who c're knows man, and by a curious art 
Diſccrns the hidden ſecrets of the heart ; 

D 3 


' The Jealous Fool, the fawning Sycophant, 


' May fafely in theſe noble Liſts ingage, 


But every man has notdiſcerning eyes. 


Youth, hot and furious, cannot brook dehy, 


50 The Art of Pretry. 


He who obſerves, and naturally can Paint 


ASober Wit, an enterpriſing Aſs, 


A humorous 0zter, or a Hudibras ; 


And make'em AQ and Speak upon the Stage : 


Strive to be natural in all you Write, 


And paint with Colours that may pleaſe the Sight. \ 


Nature in various Figures does abound ; 


And in cach mind are difl'rent Humors found : 


A glance, a touch, diſcovers to the wile ; 


All-changing Time does alſo change the mind ; 


And diffrent Ages, diffrent pleaſures find - 


By flattering Vice ts cas'ly led away ; 


Vain indiſcourſe, inconſtant in deſtre, 
Jn Cenſure, raſh ; in pleaſures, all on fire. 


Th 
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The Manly age does ſteadier thoughts enjoy ; 
Pow'r, and Ambition do his Soul employ : 
Againſt the turns of Fate he ſets his mind ; 

And by the paſt the future hopes to find, 
Decrepit Age, ſtill adding to his Stores, 

For others heaps the Treaſure he adores, 

In all his ations keeps a frozen pace ; 

Paſt Times extols, the preſent to debaſe : 
Incapable of pleaſures Youth abuſe, 

In others blames, what age does him refu. 
Your Actors mult by Reaſon be control'd 

Let young men ſpeak like young,old men likeold: 
Obſerve the Town, and ſtudy well the Court ; 
For thither various CharaCters reſort : 

Thus 'twas great Johnſon purchas'd his renown, 
And 1n his Art had born away the Crown; 

Ji lefs deſirous of the Peoples praiſe, 


He had not with low Farce debagd his Playes; 
D 4 Mauxing 
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Mixing duil Buffoonry with Wit refin'd, 


And 771rl:qain with noble Terence joyn'd. 


———_— x 


When in thc Fox I ſee the Tortois hill, 

Tloſe the Author ofthe Alchymiſt. 

The Comic Wit, born with a ſmiling Air, 

Mult Tragic grict, and pompers Verſe {orbcar ; 
Yet may henot, as on a Mirket-place, 

With Baudy jefls amuſe the Populace : 

With well-brcd Converſation you muſt pleaſe, 
And Four Intrigue unravel'd be with caſe - 
Your Attion {till ſhould Reaſon's Rules obcy, 
Nor in an empty Scene may loſe its way. 

Your humble Stile muſt ſometimes gently rite ;; 
And your Diſcourſe Sententious be, and Wiſe : 
The Pailions muſt to Nature beconfin'd, 

And Scenes to Scenes with Artful weavingjovnd, 
Your Wit muſt not unſcaſonably play ; 


But follow Bus'neſs, never lead the way. 
Oblerve 
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Obſerve how Terence docs this crror ſhun; 


> A CLE INY 07. 


A carc{ul Father chides his Am'orous Son : 
Then ſce.that Son, whom no advice can move, 
Forget thoſe Orders, and purſnc his Love : 
{ "Tis not 2 well-drawa Picture we diſcover ; 
| 'Tisa true. ſon, a Father, and a Lover, 
F Jlike an Author that Reforins the Age ; 
| And keeps the right Decorum of the Stage, 
That alwayes pleaſes by jult Reaſon's Rule : 
3ut for a tedious Droll, a Quibling Fool, 
Whowith low nauſeous Baudry fills his Plays ; 


{.cthim begon and on two Treſlels raiſe 


Some Smithfreld Stage;where he may aCt hisPranks» 
And make Fact Puddings ſpeak to Mountebanks, 


_ 


End of the third Canto, 


——— I  ——” — CC_\ 
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Canto IV. 


TN Florence dwelt a Doftor of Renown : 
The Scourge of God, and Terror of the Town, 


Who all the Cant of Phyſick had by heart, 
And never Murder'd but by rulcs of Art. 


The Public miſchief was his Private gain ; 

Children their ſlaughter'd Parents ſought 1n vain: 
A Brother here his poyſon'd Brother wept ; | 
Some bloodleſs dy'd, and ſome by Opium flept. 


Colds, at his preſence, would toFrenziesturn ; 
And Apues, like Malignant Fevers, burn. 


Hated, at laſt, his Praftice gives him ocer : 


One Friend, unkill'a by Drugs, of all his Store, 
In his new Country-houle affords him place, 


"Twas a rich Abbot, and a Building Als : 
Here 
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Here firſt the DoCtor's Talent came inplay, 
He ſeems Inſpir'd, and talks like * IVren or May : 
Of this new Portico condemns the Face, 
And turns the Entrance to a better place ; 
Deſigns the Stair-caſe at the other end. 
His Friend approves, does for his Maſon ſend, 
He comes ; the DoCtor's Arguments prevail. 
In ſhort, to finiſh this our hum'rous Tale, 
He Gates s dangerous Science does reject, 
And from ill DoCtor turnsggood Architect. 

In this Example we may have our part : 
Rather be Maſon, ("tis an uſeful Art !) 
Than a dull Poet ; for that Trade accurſt, 
Admits no mean betwixt the Beſt and Worlt. 
In other Sciences, without diſgrace 
A Candidate may fill a ſecond place ; 
But Poetry no Medium can admit, 
No Reader ſuffers an indiff'rent W It: 


ED - -— —— a 


——— 


* The Kings Archetedts; 
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The rand Stationers 2gainit him baul, 

And [ferring ain Gen des him from his Stall. 
Burleſque, at Ic2i% our Laugiter may excite ;; 
But a cold Writcr naver can delight. 

The CoxntereScaige has more Wir and Arr, 
T.2n the Ai Formal Stile of Gondzbert. 

Be nov attected with that empry praiſe 

Which your vain Flattcrers will ſometimes raiſe, 
Anu when vou read, with Ecftaſic will ſay, 

The j.niſhd Tiece ! The admirable Play ! 
Whrc!z, when expos'd to Cenſure and to Light, 
Cannot indure 2 Critic's piercing fight. - 

A hundred Authors Fatcs have been toretold, 


And Sh-/-'s Works arc Printed, but not Sold. 


/ 
Hear all iheWorld ; conſider cvery Thought ; 


A Fool by chance may ſtumble on a Fault : 
Yet, when ApoZo does your Mule infpire, 


Be not impatient to cxpoſe your Fire ; 


* 
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Nor imitate the Serz/es of our Times, 

Thoſe Tuneful Readers of their own dull Rhymes, 
Who ſeize on all th' Acquaintance they can meet, 
And ſtop the Patlengers that walk the Strect; - 
Thcre is no Sanctuary you can chuſc 

For a Defence from their purſuing Mule. 

| Tveſaid before, Be patient when they blame ; 

To alter for the better is no ſhame. 

Yet yicld not to a Fool's Impertinence : 


Sometimes conceited Sceptics void of Sence, — 


By their falſe taſte condemn ſome finiſh'd part, 


And blame the nobleſt flights of Wit and Arr. 
In vain their tond Opinions youderide, 
With their lov'd Follies they are fatisfy'd ; 
And their weak Judgment, void of Sence and Light, 
Thinks nothing can eſcape their feeble ſight ; 
Their dang'rous Counſelsdo not cure,but wound "28, 
To ſhun theStorm,they run yourVerſe aground, 


And thinking to eſcape a Rock , are drown'd, 


Chuſe 


58 The Ari of Poetry. 


m_— 


Chuſea ſure Judge to Cenſure what you Write, 


Whoſe Reaſon leads,& Knowledge gives you light, 


Whoſe ſteady hand will. prove your Faithful Guide, 


And touch the darling follies you would hide: 


He, in your doubts, will carefully adviſe, 


And clear the Miſt before your feeble eyes. 


Tis he will tell you, to what noble height 


A generous Mule may ſometimes take her flight; 


When, too mucl: fetter'd with the Rules of Art, 


May trom her ſtricter Bounds and Limits part: 


But ſuch apertcct Judge 1s hard to ſee, 


And every Rhymer knows not Poetry ; 


Nay ſome there are,for Writing Verſe extol'd, 

Who know not Lu«can's Droſs from Yirgil's Gold. 
Would you in this great Art acquire Renown ? 

Authors, obſerve the Rules I here lay down. 

In prudent Leſſons every where abound; 


With peaſant. joynthe uſeful and the ſound: 
| | k 
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A Sober Reader, a vain Tale will ſlight ; 

He ſeeks as well InſtruCtion, as Delight. 

Let all your Thoughts to Virtue be confin'd, 
Still oft ring noble Figures to our Mind : 

f like not thoſe looſe Writers, who employ 
Their guilty Muſe, good Manners to deſtroy ; 
Who with falſe Colours ſtill deceive our Eyes, 
And ſhow us Vice dreſs'd in a fair Diſguiſe. 

Yet do not their fullen Muſe approve 

Who from all modeſt Writings baniſh Love; 


That ſtrip the Play-houle of its chief Intrigue, 
And make a Murdcretr of Roderigue : 


* The lighteſt Love, if decently expreſs, 
Will raiſe no Vitious motions in our breſt. 


Dido in vain may weep, and ask relief ; 


I blame her Folly, whil(t I ſhare her Grief. 


_—_ 


_— — __ 2 --- ww 


* The C4. Tranſlated into Eng/iſh. 
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A Virtuous Author, in his Charming Art, 

To pleaſe the Senſc needs not corrupt the Heart ; 
His hcat will never caulc a guilty Fire : 

To follow Virtuc then be.your deſire. 

In vain your Art and Vigor arc expreſt ; ' 
Tit ovicenc expreſſion-thows tl Infected breaſt, 
But above all, baſe Tcalouſfies avoid, 

In w::h detracting Poets are employ d : 
Anobie Witdarcs librally commend ; 

And icorns to gruJge at his deſcrving Friend. 
Pate iuvals, who truce Wit and Merit hate, 
Cavalling {lull againſt it with the Great, 
Niziucioully aipirc to gun Kenown 

By itanding up, 22. pulling others down. 
Never dcbaics our felt by Treacherous ways, 


Norby {ucitabjcct metiods feck for praiſe: 
[ct nut your on! y ins neis be to Write z 
Pe Virtuous, Jul, and in your Friends delight. 


'Tis 
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"Tis not enough your Poems be admir'd . 

But ſtrive your Converſation be defir'd - 

Write for immortal Fame ; nor ever chuſe 

Gold for the object of a gen'erous Mule. 

I know a noble Wit may, without Crime, 
Receive a lawſul Tribute for his time : 

Yet abhor thoſe Writers, who deſpiſe 

Their Honor; andalone their Profit prize ; 
Who their Apo/ baſcly will degrade, 

And of a noble Scienc2, make a Trade. 

Betore kind Reaſon did her Light diſplay, 

And Government taught Mortalsto obey, 

Men, like wild Beaſts, did Nature's Law's purſue, 
They ted on Herbs, and drink from Rivers drew ; 
Their Brutal force, on Luſt and Rapine bent, 
Committed Murders without Puniſhment : 


Reaſon at laſt, by her all-conquering Arts, 
Reduc'd theſe Savages, and Tun'd theirhearts ; 
E Mankind 
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Mankind trom Bogs, and Woot aatcae calls, 


j | And Towns and Citics fortifies with Walls : 

Thus fcar of Juſtice male proud Rapine cealc, 

| And jheltcr'd Innocence by Laws and Peace. 

| Thelc benefits from Pocts we receiv d, 

From whence arc rais'd thole Fictions ſince behiev'd, 


That Orphens, by his foit Harmonious ſtrains 


Tamil the fierce Tigers of the 7/r.:1c;an Plains ; 


Amphioz s Notes, by their mclodlious pow 'rs, 

$ 

Drcw Rocks & Woots,and rais | the7 ibn Tow'rs : | 
The(c Miracles from nuinbers did arile., 


z Since wiuch, in Veric Heav'n t1ught his Myſteries, 
And by a Prieſt, poſſcſy'd with rage Divine, 

Apol/o ipoke trom his Prophetick Shrine. 

So0N alter //omer the old Herocs prais'd, 


Ana noble minds by great Examples rais'd ; 


Then 77:/od did his Gracian Swains incline 


| Torill the Fields, and prune the bountcousVine. 


| Thus 
\ 
| | 
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Thus uſcful Rules were by the Pocts aid, 

In eaſy numbcrs, to rude mcn convey d, 

And plcaſingly their Precepts did impart ; 

Firit Charm d the Ear,and then ingag' the Heart : 
The Muics t!ius their Reputationrais d, 

And with juit Gratitude in Greece wereprais d. 
With pleaſure Mortals did their Wonders ce, 
And Sacrificd ro tlicir Divinity - 

Bot Want, at }4it baſe Flatt ry entertain, 

And old Paris with this Vice was lain : 
Norco gun daziing the Pocts Eyes, * 

; -» VVorks were fill'd with tulſome flatterics. 
Ihus needy Wits a vile revenue made, 

And Verſc became a merccnary Trade. 

Pcbaſe not with fo mcan a Vicethy Art; 

[Gold mul be the Idol] of thy heart, 

Fly, fly th untruitlul / Foliconian (rand, 


Fhoſe ſtreams are not [nrich'd with Golden Sand : 
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Great Wits, as well as Warriors, only gain 
Laurels and Honors for their Toyl and Pain : 
But, what? an Author cannot live on Fame, 
Or pay aReck ning witha lofty Name - 
APoct to whom Fortune is unkind, 
Wio when he goes to bed has hardly din ; 
Takes little pleaſure in Purni{ſus Dreams, 
Or reliſhes the 77eliconiin ftreams. 

| Fiorace had Eaſe and Plenty when he writ, 
And free trom cares for money or for meat, 
Did not expect his dinner from [tis wit. 
Tis true ; but Verſe is cheriſh'd bv the Grear, 
And now none famiſh who defcrve to eat : 
What can we fear, when Virtue, Arts, and Sunce? 


Receive the Stars propitious Influcnce : 


When a ſharp-ſighted Prince, by carlty Grants 


Rewards your Merits, and prevents your Wants 2? 


Sing then his Glory, Celebrate h1s Fame z 


L 
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Let mighty Spencer raiſe his reverend head, - 

Cowley and Denham (tart up trom the dead ; 
Waller his age renew, and Off rings bring, 

Our Monarch's praiſe let bright-ey'd Virgins ſing; 
Let Dryden with new Rules our Stage refine, 

And us great Models form by this Deſign : 

But where's a Second /irei/, to Rehearſe 

Our Hero's Glorics in his Epic Verſe ? 

What Orpheus ſing his Triumphs o'cr the Main, 
And make the Hills and Foreſts move again ; 
Show his bold Flect on the Batavian ſhore, 

And 71o/land trembling as his Canons roar; 

Paint Furope's Balance in his ſteady hand, 

V1::lt che two Worlds in expeCtation ſtand 

O1 Peace or War, that wait on his Command ? 
but, as I ſpeak, new Glorics ſtrike my Eyes, 
Glorics, whic!t Heav'n it Self does give, and prize, 
\teſlings of Peace ; that with their milder Rayes 
Adorn his Reign, and bring Saturnian Dayes: " 

Now 
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Now let Rebellion, Difcord, Vice, and Rage, 

That have in Patriots Forms debauc 11'd ov Ape, 
Vaniſh, with all the Miniſters of Hel! ; 

His Rayes tar poy s nous Vapors fliall dipel : 

Tis He alone our ſalty did crca'e, 

His own lirm Soul.locur dilic Nation's Fate, 
Oppos d to ai! tic /ou7fos of the State. ; 
Authors, tor {lum your great indeavours raiſe : | 
The lotticl: Numbers will but rcacit his praile. 
For me, whole Verie 1n Satyr las been bred, 
And never autit Heroic Micalurcs tread ; 

\er you ſhall ſee my; itn that iamous Field 

With Eycs and Voice, my beſt alliflance yield ; 
Offer you Letlons, that my Intant Muſe 

Learnt, v\ |. 0: the ore lor Iv QCuitedid chuſe : 
Second your Zcat with Wiikes, Heart, and Eycs, 
And atar ©7 ho! up ine glorious Prize, 

But pardon to, it, -*+ ious for tic Right, 


Aſtrict obferver ©! cach Nobvie tlio, 


From 
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From the fine Gold | ſeparate rt Allay, 
And ſhow how haſty Wrircrs ſometunes ſtray - 
Apter to blame, than knowing how tomend ; 


A ſharp, bur yct a nccellary Friend, 
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